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Thoo haft ca]d me allthefebitter naQjss ? 

ftftOHar, Why fo I did.but Icokefor no reply : 

O letjne make th.e period to my curfe. 

G/a.Tis done by me, and ends by Mar gr et. 
Thushaueyou breathed your curfe againft your fclfc. 

c^Mar. Poore.painted Qjueene,vaine flourifh of my for- 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that botled ipider, ( tune; 
Whole dcadly webbeinfnareth thee about ? 

Pook, foole, thou wjretft a Knife t© killthy felfe, 

The time willcomewhenthou iha.lt w iHi for me, 

To helpe thee curfe that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade, 
Haft . Falfe boafting yvoman, end thy franticke curfe, t 
leaft to thy barmexhou moue our patience. ( mine. 

gliftfar . Fou'le £hame vpon you, you 'haue all mou'd 
/ï/.Were you wel]feru’d,you would he taught your duty. 

To ferue me well,you fhould doe me duty, 
Teacb metobe your Queene, and yQu my fubiedts, 
Gbferue me wel] and teach your lciues that duty. 

Hor ft*\ Difputenot with her,fhe is lunatique* 
ghMar, Peace mafter Marquefle, you are malapert, 

Y our ftre-new ftampe of honour is learce currant; 

O that your young Nobility c^uJd iudge, 
what’twere toloofe it, and be mi.ferable ? 

Theythat ftand higb,haue migbtyblafts to Ihake them. 
And ïfthey fa]],,they daflvthem topieces. 
G'/o-Goodcounfcll marry, learne it,learne it Marquefle. 

toucheth y ou (my Lord ) as much as me. 
o/.?. Yea,and much more, but I was borne fo hich 
Our Aiery buildeth in the Ca:dars top, ö * 

And dallies with the windeend fcornes the funne. 

And tiirnes the Suqne to ihade,a!as, alas» 
w * tn * fle my funne 3 now in the fhade ofdeath, 

Whole bright outfhiningbeames, thycloudy wratfh, 

Hath meternall darkenefle foulded vp : 

. ^" our Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft. 

O God that feeft it,doe notfufFerit : 

Asttwas wonne with blood,loft be it fo. 

^w^.Haue done for foame, if notfor charity. 

Q. Mar, Yrge Reythercharity nox foametome, 

Yncha* 


of Ridiard the 7hird, 

Yncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And ftïamefullyby you my hopesarebutchered, 

My charity is outrage, life my lhame, 

And in my lhame (hall liue my forrowes rage. 

Buck- Haue done. 

Oprincely Buckmgham, I will kifle thy hand, 
In^figne of league and amity with thee, 

Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou withinthe eompafie of my curfe. 

Bnekmot none heere, tof curfes neuer pafte 
The lips of them that breath them in the ayre. 

Qjiïar. Ile not bdeeuebut they aftend the skie, 

And diere awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O 'B»ckjngbam,bc.'NAr:e of vonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bkes,and when he bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware ofhim • 

Sinne,death,and heil,hath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him, 

Glo. Wh at doth ftee fay my Lord of Buchirigham ? 
Bucft. Nothingthat I refpeö my gratious Lord. 

(ftjMttr, What doft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun* 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from ? (feil, 
O but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow. 

And ky^ooïcMargret was^a Prophetefte, 

Liue cach of you, the fubie<ft of his hate, * 

And he to you,and all of you to God. Exit* 

Halt. M y haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes. 
A/«.And fo doth mine, I wonder foeesat liberty ? 

cu u'Il ' P n j C blamc her>b y Gods hoI y mother, 

Mee hifth had too much wrong, and I renent 

My part thereof that I haue done. 

W*#. 1 neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

But you haue all the vantaee of this wrontf 
1 W« too hotte to doe fome body |ood 
That IS too cöld in thinking on it now: ’ 

Marry a« for 0«rmv,hce is welI repayd, 

G ? Üc 







50 






220 




250 260 270 280 290 300 
















































































